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escaped through the window with the child in their arms, the curtain fell to a volley of hisses.
In the office, as smelling salts, water, and fresh air were brought into requisition, in answer to a question of Mr. Daly's, the
treasurer was saying, " She is Mrs. W------,
a widow," when a faint voice interrupted, "No — no; I'm no widow!"
The treasurer smiled pityingly, and continued, "I have known her intimately for twelve years, sir; she is the widow of —"
"No — no!" came the now sobbing voice. "No —no! Oh, Daisy, dear, tell him! tell him!"
And the young girl, very white, and trembling visibly, said: " I hope you will forgive
us, Mr. W------, but from causeless jealousy
my father deserted mother, and — and he stole my little brother, mamma's only son ! We have never heard of either of them since. Widowhood seemed a sort of protection to poor mamma, and she has hid-an to Mr. Daly's private office; but so greatly had her words affected the people, that when the men on the stagealmost say                                 ;
